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SONG. AH the poor shepherd's mournful fate, When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languish, To bear the scornful fair one's hate. Nor dare disclose his anguish. Yet eager looks and dying sighs, My secret soul discover ; While rapture trembling through mine eyes. Reveals how much I love her. The tender glance, the reddening cheek, O'erspread with rising blushes, A thousand various ways they speak, A thousand various wishes.
	For oh ! that form so heavenly fair, Those languid eyes so sweetly smiling, That artless blush and modest air. So fatally beguiling ! The every look and every grace, So charm whene'er I view thee ; Till death o'ertake me in the chace, Still will my hopes pursue thee : Then when my tedious hours are past, Be this last blessing given, Low at my feet to breathe my last^ And die in sight of heaven*
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So on he passed, till he comen hath To a small river, that full slow did glide, As it uneath mote find its watry path For stones and rubbish, that did choak its tide, So lay the mouldering piles on every side, Seem'd there a goodly city once had been. Albeit now fallen were her royal pride, Yet mote her ancient greatness still be seen, Still from her ruins proved the world's imperial [queen. For the rich spoil of all the continents, The boast of art and nature there was brought, Corinthian brass, Egyptian monuments. With hieroglyphic sculptures all inwrought, And Parian marbles, by Greek artists taught To counterfeit the forms of heroes old, And set before the eye of sober thought Lycurgus, Homer, and Alcides bold. All these and many more that may not here be told.
	There in the middest of a ruin'd pile? That seem'd a theatre of circuit vast, Where thousands might be seated, he erewhile Discover 'd hath an uncouth trophy placed; Seem'd a huge heap of stone together cast In nice disorder and wild symmetry, Urns, broken friezes, statues half defaced, And pedestals with antique imagery Emboss' d, and pillars huge of costly porphyry.
 Aloft on this strange basis was ypight With girlonds gay adorn' d a golden chair, In which aye smiling with self-bred delight, In careless pride reclined a lady fair, And to soft music lent her idle ear ; The which with pleasure so did her enthral, That for aught else she had but little care, For wealth, or fame, or honour feminal, Or gentle love, sole king of pleasures natural.
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